CHAPTER    V
AGS away!'
This was the cry which, a few nights later, warned
the transportees who had been respited that the time had
come for them to be taken down to the hulk on the coast, in
which they would be confined until the next convict ship was
due to sail. Rashleigh and more than fifty other men were
crowded into two large vans, handcuffed, heavily ironed, and
chained together and to the van sides. As soon as all the
prisoners were thus properly secured, the vans were driven
off at a brisk pace towards an unknown destination. There
were several of these convict hulks on the coast, and no hint
was given to the prisoners as to which of them they were
bound for. Rashleigh, however, recognized through the
window familiar places and buildings, and knew that they
were driving down the main Portsmouth Road. With the
needful changing of horses, and by driving continuously,
the vans reached the dockyard late on the following after-
noon, and the prisoners were at once paraded on a wooden
wharf, alongside which lay the gloomy hulk of the old
Leviathan*
This vessel was an ancient '74 which, after a gallant career
in carrying the flag of England over the wide oceans of the
navigable world, had come at last to be used for the humiliat-
ing service of housing convicts awaiting transportation over
those seas. She was stripped and denuded of all that makes
for a ship's vanity. Two masts remained to serve as clothes-
props, and on her deck stood a landward-conceived shed
which seemed to deride the shreds of dignity which even a
hulk retains.
The criminals were marched aboard, and paraded on the
quarter-deck of the desecrated old hooker, mustered and
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